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the ropes;   he had a relative who worked in the
Central Office;   and one day he lunched  with a
group of young Conservatives, of whom Lord Hugh
Cecil was most intelligent and Lord Balcarres the most
ornamental.   All young, all educated at ancient uni-
versities, and all in the House of Commons, they
rather overawed him.   He might  shine  in Army
conversation;   but this was quite another matter*
Their airy dialectics made quick work of his home-
made opinions;   and he emerged from the ordeal
with a stern resolve to go up to Oxford, when he came
home from India, in order to improve his mind*
For Winston Churchill had no illusions about his
educational equipment.   It was quite evident that
self-taught reading on hot afternoons at Bangalore
was not enough; and he was likely to do better in
his new career as a civilian, if he could compete on
equal terms.   That pointed plainly to the University,
He made enquiries on the subject; but they revealed
that the road to Oxford was barred by a more for-
midable obstacle than a line of Dervishes*   Undiluted
classicism still held the gate, and the  University
authorities exacted a full toll of compulsory Greek
and Latin*   He knew some Latin;  but it was too
much to embark upon Greek grammar at twenty*
four,   Cato had faced the task at eighty*   But he was
not Cato; and the harsh exigencies of Rcsponsions
denied him the experience of Oxford and deprived
Oxford of the experience of Winston Churchill.

Something might be done, before he left for India,
about his political ambitions. Galling at the Central
Office, he saw its chief whose enthusiasm waned
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